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INTRODUCTION. 



A FEW words are necessary as an introduction 
to this book of Poems ; since, without expla- 
nation, the meaning of some of them would not 
be sufficiently clear to general readers. They 
have been written by my sister at various 
times, and without any. intention of having 
them published. In the year 1852, she en* 
tirely lost her hearing from a severe attack of 
scarlet fever, which disease at the same time 
carried off two of her brothers, a sister, and 
an aunt. To the former of these misfortunes 
allusion is made in the poem called ^' Never 



IV INTRODUCTION. 

More!*' the latter is alluded to in " Voices of 
the Dead/' 

" Farewell " was written on the occasion of 
a young relation leaving home to join her 

i 

father in India. 

In 1862 her mother died, and this forms 
the mournful subject of " My Mother's Bible," 
and " The Vacant Chair." 

The historical pieces speak for themselves, 
and no comment will be necessary upon those 
of a sacred character. "The Old Man's 
Dream," and "The Death of the Minstrel 
King," were her earliest poems, and were 
written shortly after she became deaf, she 
being at that time twelve years of age. 

R. J. B. 

Adelaide Road, 

ffampstead, 

Febriiary 1864. 
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HISTORICAL PIECES. 



A WELCOME TO H.R.H. THE PRINCESS 
OF WALES. 



Proud banners wave, and welcomes ring 

From many a loyal band, 
For Denmark's daughter comes to-day 

To her adopted land. 

Ay I she has left her childhood's home, 

And kindred kind and tme ; 
For us she bids her native shores 

A long, but fond adieu. 

Fair may'st thou bloom beneath our skies, 

Sweet flow'ret of the North ; 
All England's voices, long and loud, 

Peal their glad welcomes forth. 



A WELCOME TO H.R.H. THE 

And, oh ! God grant our prayers for thee 
May not be breathed in vain, — 

That he may bear his father^s heart, 
Who also bears his name I 

And when our Island crown shall rest 

On Albert Edward's brow. 
May we have cause to bless his bride 

As fervently as now I 

We bless thee, not because our Prince 

Is kneeling at thy feet,— 
Not only that in coming years 

A throne may be thy seat : 

Oh I not for these, our gentle one, 
Those shouts of welcome tell ; 

Thy bright young face has won its place 
'Midst those we love so well. 

Thou hast not left thine own fair land 

For this, our favoured Isle, 
To live in queenly state, and miss 

The old home-love the while. 



PRINCESS bF WALES. 



With fondest hopes for future years, 

We claim thee as our own ; 
And England's heart-warm prayers for thee 

Shall be thy welcome home. 



ALEXANDRA. 

She passed before us like a thing of light, 

A dream of beauty, wonderously fair, 
While swelling onward, with re-echoed might. 

Uprose to Heaven that vast wave of prayer ! 
Beautiful ! oh beautiful I that soft rose cheek, 

Flushed by the murmur of impassioned praise 
Which breathes around her — ah, she cannot meet, 

Unmoved, the ardour of a people's gaze I 
And now she bends before the altar-rail. 

And whispers vows which make her all our own ; 
That fair face, gleaming through the bridal veil. 

Has made itself in every heart a home. 
What depth of untold happiness is breathed 

In the low murmur of that heart-fraught vow I — 
Pure as the blossoms which, around it wreathed. 

Half shade the radiance of her girlish brow. 



ALEXANDRA. 

And he who kneels beside her, in the pride 

Of earliest manhood, — he who woo'd and won 
Yon rose-bud of the North to be his bride, — 

Oh, joy to thee, Victoria's princely son ! 
For she is thine — thine own elected one ; 

And neyer monarch won such prize before : 
God guard ye both, and on the palace-home 

Shed choicest blessings, now and evermore ! 



ON THE MARRIAGE OF 



ON THE MARRIAGE OP H.R.H. THE 
PRINCESS ROYAL. 



God bless her I bless old England's pride ! 
And closely guard our Royal bride ; 
May her young life be like the dawn 
Which opens on her marriage mom ! 

Our cherished bud in youth's bright bloom, 
We send afar to a foreign home ; 
But the light of love must for ever beam 
On the first-bom child of our noble Queen. 

Long, long may it be, ere the fair young brow 
The weary weight of a crown may know I 
May Prassia's hope and England's pride 
Know nought but peace, whate'er betide ! 



H.R.H. THE PRIKOESS ROTAL. \ 

But ah ! she is — she must be blessed ; 
Her name in every heart will rest, 
When noble Frederick's princely hand 
Has borne her safe to his father-land. 

Oh, may she be as happy there, 

The youthful bride of Prussia's heir, 

As when in this, her native Isle, 

Her childhood passed 'neath her mother's smile ! 

But swift the parting hour must come. 
That bears her far from her Island home ; 
Old England's rose, where'er you dwell. 
Our hearts will whisper, " Fare you well I" 



10 ON THE DEATH OF 



ON THE DEATH OF H.R.H. THE DUCHESS 
OF KENT 

We lay her mournfully to rest, 

Whom we have loved so long, 
And weep that one of Eoyal race 

To her last home is gone. 
Since first to her adopted land 

Long years ago she came, 
Our hearts have learned with grateful love 

To bless her honoured name. 

Toll on, toll on, ye solemn bells, 
For England's royal dead I 

She sleeps in peace ; no pomp of earth 

Can move her spirit now, 
A crown more fair than earth could give 

Is gleaming on her brow. 



H.R.H. THE DUCHESS OF KENT. 11 

Right well — right royally and well — 

Her glorious path she trod ; 
Nor feared she, in the hour of death, 
To stand before her God, 

Toll on, toll on, ye solemn bells. 
For England's royal dead ! 

But not alone for her who sleeps 

A nation's tears are shed ; 
Oar Queen, in all a daughter's grief, 

Is mourning for the dead. 
Oh, Queen ! in this thine hour of woe, 
. A nation's sympathy 
Must tell the deep-devoted love 

That England bears to thee I 

Weep on — thy people join with thee 
To mourn the royal dead ! 



12 



ON THE DEATH OF H.R.H. THE 
PRINCE CONSORT. 

Passed away, our noble Prince — 

Passed from all he loved so well ; 
Who may all the heart-wrung grief 

Of those parting moments tell ? 
Yet, beloved and widowed Queen, 

Though thy royal head may bow, 
Never — never hast thou been 

Half so dear to us as now I 

We have seen thy chosen friend 

Snatched away in manhood's prime ; 
Surely such a blow may crush — 

Well>nigh break a heart like thine. 
Though to miss such earthly guide 

Minds of sterner mould might shake. 
Thou canst struggle with despair. 

Thou canst live for England's sake. 



ON THE DEATH OP H.R.H. THE PRINOE CONSORT. 13 

Queenly still in all thy woe, 

Bravely turn thy tearful eyes 
Back to duty's lonely path, 

While thy heart all bleeding lies. 
Many an eye grows full and dim 

For the good and gallant dead,-* 
Yet, dear lady, not for him. 

But thee, our bitterest tears are shed. 

How may we bear to see thee come 

Among us, as in days of yore, — 
To know that thou art all alone, 

And see him by thy side no more ? 
Let it soothe thy heart to know 

That we loved thy lost one well. 
But the tears which round thee flow 

All our love for thee may tell. 

Oh, revered, beloved Queen ! 

In the grief which shades thy brow, 
Dear as thou hast always been, 

England holds thee dearer now. 



14 



ON THE LOSS OF H.M.S. ORPHEUS. 

Gallantly she spurns them now — 
The cruel waves around her prow ; 

Calmly, o'er the surging tide, 

She seems securely sailing. 
Soon — too soon — a sound of woe, 
Moaning mournfully and low, 

Spreads its tidings far and wide ; 

'Tis a sound of wailing. 

Help I— -is there no succour near ? 

Help — oh, help, they are so dear ! 

Must they share so sad a grave ? 
Are there none to save them ? 

None ; — no more that fearful cheer 

Breaks upon the startled ear ; 

They are gone — the loved, the brave- 
Gone to Him who gave them* 



ON THE LOSS OP H.M.S. ORPHEUS. 15 

Many a heart gave cheerfally 
Its fairest hopes to dare the sea ; 
Many a home along the shore 

Has its vacant places. 
Saddened soon those homes must be ; 
Mourners, — ah, Grod comfort ye ! 
Never more — oh, never more — 

Shall ye see their faces ! 

Ye may hope, e'en while ye weep, 
But in vain, the loved ones sleep 
Down beneath the heaving main, 

Never more to waken, 
Till the trumpet sound shall sweep 
Proudly o'er the mighty deep. 
And the seas give back again 

All that they have taken! 



16 



ON THE DEATH OF LORD MACAULAY. 

Alas I that it should be — thy star ha3 set. 

Whose mighty genius we have owned so long ; 

All England mourns that thou — the brightest gem 

In her fair diadem of fame — art gone. 

Since first we marked, with wondering hope and pride, 

The star which none could rival — none could dim, 

Upward and onward, faithful to the end, 

True, noble, glorious, hath thy pathway been. 

But thou art gone ; and what avail to thee 

The never-fading wreath upon thy brow ? 

Our proud applause and deep, though vain regret. 

Are powerless alike to move thee now. 

With the last hours of the dying year 

Hast thou passed peacefully from earth away; 

Yet some great master mind e'en now may rise 

To shine like thee, with genius' brightest ray. 
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DEATH OF THE MINSTREL KING. 

Can this be he whose lightest word 

Has raised the battle-brand ? 
Has England^s glorious sceptre filled 

That chill and lifeless hand ? 
*Tis sad to see snch gallant form 

In manhood's prime laid low, — 
To mark the gathering dews of death 

Upon that lordly brow. 

The eagle-eye will flash no more 

With mingled power and pride ; 
The arm that raised the warrior's sword 

Hangs nerveless by his side. 
The blood-red cross is on his breast, 

And laurels bind his brow, 
But what avail his victories ? 

They cannot save him now. 

c 



18 DEATH or THE UHBTBEL KING. 

The flag, that oft the breezes bore 

In trinmph o'er the wave, 
Now hangs in sad and heayy folds 

Above his honoured grave: 
The lion-heart has long been cold, 

Tet many a bard can sing 
The praises of their warrior-chief — 

The mnch-loved minstrel Eong. 



MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 
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FAREWELL. 
She has go&e from the home where her yonth has 



'Midst the friends who had loved her long, 
To the sun-lit shores where her childhood smiled — 

To the land of her father's home* 
Yet, oh I there ^re links which affection breaks. 

To render the one more bright ; 
For beneath the roof she has qnitted now 

There are aching hearts to-night. 

They draw round the hearth when the twilight falls. 

To look on a vacant place, — 
To long for the sound of an absent voice, 

And the sight of an absent face. 
God guide the wanderer's steps aright. 

And grant that she may find 
A home as fair, and hearts as fond. 

As those she leaves behind ! 



22 FAREWELL. 

There is one thought can still the fears 

Which wildly upward swell, 
And mingle with the silent prayers 

Of every fond farewell. 
For Hope's sweet voice will whisper low,- 

Your prayers are not in vain : 
" Ye miss the loved one from your side, 

But trust — ye shall meet again." 
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MOONLIGHT. 

How fair, how calm, how very beautiful 

Thou shinest on, bright wanderer of the sky ! 
Oh I can it be that such dark scenes of guilt 

Have passed beneath thy pure and gentle eye ? 
What peaceful thoughts are crowding o'er my heart ! 

What sad sweet yearnings for all holier things I 
All cares of earth — of earthly sin and woe — 

Seem kept afar by angels' shining wings. 
And as I gaze, and unresisting yield 

To these sweet thoughts which rise within my 
breast, 
I seem to hear from out yon starry dome 

A voice, which whispers, " This is not thy rest." 
Shine on, bright wanderer ; it is thine to wake 

The purest feelings which to us are given. 
Until the saddened spirit seems to soar 

To the far radiance of thine own fair heaven. 
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LONG AGO. 

Ah ! long ago ! thy shadows come across me in 

their might, 
And wake dim thoughts of hygone years from 

long-closed cells to-night. 
The air seems filled with whispering sounds, and 

stirred by unseen wings ; 
We can only give them voice and form in the heart's 

imaginings. 
'Tis the sunset hour — he sinketh down to the edge 

of the golden west. 
And all around breathes silently of nature's quiet 

rest ; 
Yet far-off music floats and thrills my memory's 

chords along, 
Like sadly sweet, but familiar, notes of a half-re- 
membered song ; 



1 



LONG AGO. 25 

It whispers to my heart to-night, till it almost 
overflows 

With waters from those wells of thought which 
round it meet and close. 

Ah ! these are dreams of '^ long ago ;" how the pre- 
sent scenes are changed 

From old home-hopes for future years, where child- 
hood's fancy ranged ! 

Ah, sun-Ut dreams of earliest youth, — how beautiful 
they are ! 

Though fading in the rising beams of Hope's fair 
guiding star. 

As rainbow-tints in the rose-flushed sky, at the close 
of a summer's day. 

Melt slowly into the deeper calm of evening's silent 
grey,— 

I would not turn, if I might, to gaze on a page of 
the book of fate ; 

I know the present is mine to use ; for the rest — I 
can trust and wait. 

Let the clouds drop down o'er the glimmering stars 
like a veil o'er the future drawn— 

O'er the earthly fature ; but beyond, see the sign of 
a fairer dawn — 



26 LONG AOO. 

In the golden streak that is lingering still, like a 

smile in the burnished west, 
I read the hope that the sun will rise in the land of 

the spirit's rest. 
Back, back, ye shades of the buried past, ye are 

soothing and sweet I know, 
But my way lies on, — I may not stay with the 

dreamings of long ago. 
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NEVER MORE I 

Must it be never more ? — the monmfal stillness 
Falls npon me with oppressing chillness I 

It seems that all my future must be drear ; 
I cannot still within my heart the longing ; 
Remembrance brings those voices ever thronging- 

Familiar voices that I used to hear 
In the bright days of yore. 
Never more to hear the waters flowing ! 
Never more to hear the free winds blowing ! 

Nor the chiming of the Sabbath-bell. 
Never more, thy tuneful voice, O Nature, 
Nor the wild birds singing, in their rapture, 

The low sweet music that I loved so well, — 
Must these be never more ? 
" Never !" from my soul the answer rises ; 
^< Bnt often blessings take these dark disguises. 



28 NEVER MORE. 

Hast thon no faith to trust thy Master^s word ? " 
It may be that the blow 'neath which Tm sighing 
Has waked the gift of song within me lying ; 
Thanks, grateful thanks, I give for this, Lord — 

I give for this to Thee ! 
Let me not use the gift that Thou hast given 
Li questioning the high decrees of Heaven ; 

Bather let me in my lot rejoice. 
" Never !" — nay, I shrink not at the fiat, 
For the first sound that breaks the solemn quiet 

Will be the music of my Master's voice. 
Yea, Lord, so let it be I 
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CHRISTMAS EVE. 

'Tis the sonnd of bells comes stealing 

On the quiet evening air, 
Filling ns with solemn feeling, 

As we breathe a silent prayer. 
Long ago the Angels' voices 

Sang those tidings o'er the earth ; 
And oh, still each heart rejoices 

In the great Redeemer's birth I 



Stay not in your task, oh ringers ! 

Let not yet your music cease, 
For it sounds like Angel-singers 

Once again proclaiming << Peace." 
Hallowed memories rise before us, 

Ever as it floats and swells ; 
And there seems a heavenly chorus 

Blended with. your notes, sweet bells I 



30 CHRISTMAS EYE. 

I/ong departed forms and faces 

Come and go with every strain ; 
Ah, if they conld fill their places 

In onr hearts and homes again I 
How we long to see them gather 

Closely round onr hearth to-night ; 
They who here on earth can never 

Meet again onr aching sight I 

Bat the notes, which now are waking 

Memories that we cherish most, 
Soothe onr hearts, and still that aching, 

For onr loved ones are not lost. 
Hear we not amidst the ringing. 

As it floateth far and wide. 
Sounds as of the Angels singing, 

'Twas for them the Saviour died ? 

Ay, it is a tale of gladness 
That your solemn music tells ; 

Though there seems a strain of sadness, 
Blended with your notes, sweet hells ! 
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NEW YEAR'S EVE. 

Habk ! a solemn sound is breaking 

Through the stillness of the night, 
like the heavy, laboured beating 

Of the weary sea-bird's flight. 
Ay, the wings of time are speeding, 

Soon another course is run. 
And the new year's spotless pinion 

Eiseth on the rising sun. 

Stay thy flight, time I a moment ; 

Tell me, as thou fleetest by, 
What dark records art thou bearing 

To that mighty Judge on high. 
Dost thou tell of sin and sorrow — 

Tales of guilt, and shame, and crime - 
Long, dark days of lonely anguish — 

Dost thou tell of these, oh time ? 



32 NBW YEAB*8 BYE. 

Canst thou speak of deeds of daring — 

Glorious deeds, and works of fame, 
Noble thoughts and aspirations, 

Patient labour in His name ? 
Hiaye there not been mournful changes 

Since this one short year begun ? 
Sorrow, death, and desolation 

Best on many a heart and home. 



Many an eye turned then so fondly 

On the faces gathering there ; 
Now the tear-dimmed gaze is resting 

On a lost one's vacant chair. 
Ay, of all these things thou tellest. 

Such the record thou must bear, 
Such the page that memory opens. 

Ere we greet the opening year. 



Solemn thoughts rise up within me 

As I ponder o'er the past ; 
Through this world of storm and sunshine 

Shall I reach my home at last ? 



NEW tear's eve. 33 

Time, all-potent, all-destroying. 
Speed thon on thy viewless flight ; 

But, God, my gracious Father, 
Guide my wandering steps aright ! 



84 



ALICE. 

Alice, when thou wert the friend of my girlhood, 
There breathed not a lovelier being than thou. 
The pride of the simple and fond hearts around thee, 
So fair and so guileless — ^but what art thou now ? 
That voice which has proved but the means of thy 
ruin, 
Hang sweet on the hills which encircled thy home; 
And those wondrous eyes were as bright as the 
morning. 
Before summer^s rose from thy young cheek had 
flown. 

I saw thee again — thou wert changed, — but how 
beautiful 1 

Years had but ripened the bud into bloom : 
Alas, that the flower which stood so triumphant 

Should fade all so sadly — should perish so soon ! 



ALICE. 35 

Fond vows were breathed to thee, fond hopes were 
spoken, 

The star of the season rose proudly alone ; 
Unrivalled that voice in its power and sweetness, 

And hearts wildly throbbed at its simplest tone. 

Yet once more I see thee, but oh, it were better 

To look on thee dead, than to look on thee now ! 
Can this be the Alice I loved in her girlhood. 

Ere sin left its stain on that beautiful- brow ? 
I knew thee, a child, in thine own native village, 

I knew thee when blazing in fame's golden light ; 
Fair was thy morning, and brilliant thy noonday. 

But fearful the darkness enshrouding thy night ! 
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THE OLD MAN'S DREAM. 

A SPIRIT-VOICE stealeth 

Abroad on the night, 
And by me there kneeleth 

An angel of light. 
Dim visions come o'er me — 

A form and a spot 
Long passed from before me, 

And well-nigh forgot ; — 

The days of my childhood, 

When, free as the wind, 
I roamed through the wild wood, 

Come back to my mind. 
What things thou hast shown me ! 

What memories rise I 
I feel I have known thee, 

O child of the skies ! 



THE OLD man's DREAM. 37 

But Death's icy fingers 

Have passed o'er thy brow ; 
The brightness that lingers 

Is not of earth now. 
Methinks I remember 

A calm scene of rest, — 
The sun of September 

Was low in the west : 



And soft fell the even 

On wood and on stream, 
T^ll* stars shone from heaven, — 

,Ah, that was no dream ! 
Thy fair cheek was glowing. 

Thy pale golden hair 
like streams of light blowing 

All wild on the air. 



'Twas thus that I saw thee, 
Lost love of my youth. 

Who passed from before me 
In beauty and truth. 



38 THE OLD MAN^S DREAM. 

Oh I dost thon still love me ? 

And from thy far dwelling 
Hast thon watched above me, 

My own angel Ellen ? 



For years IVe been roaming 

O^er land and o^er sea ; 
Bnt now, through the gloaming, 

Thon*rt come back to me. 
My youth's happy morning 

Seems with me again ; 
I see its light dawning,-^— 

But am I the same ? 



Thy answer comes stealing 

So sadly and low ; 
But echoes are pealing 

like thunder — Ah, no ! 
Ah, no I — it is spoken, 

The vision is gone, 
The charm is all broken, 

And I am alone. 
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Alone, but not lonely ; 

Let fate work her will ; 
I care not, if only 

She watches me still ; 
For in her bright dwelling. 

Where'er I may be, 
I know that my Ellen 

Is waiting for me. 
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THE SPIRIT OP BEAUTY. 

The spirit of beauty is forth to-day, 

Over water, and woods, and sky ; 
I see its track on the dewy grass, 

Where the heath and the hare-bells lie. 
It has passed along o'er yon breezy hill, 

By the banks of yon sparkling stream. 
And it gems each leaf of the feathery ferns, 

As they dance in the gilding beam ; 
It reigns in the blue ethereal sky, 

And it sports o'er the purple heath, 
And struggles to break through the soft, white mist 

Which hangs o'er the vallfey beneath ; 
And while we yet stand on the brow of the hill, 

In the beams of the morning sun. 
The mist rolls oflF in the golden light. 

Which glances the woods among. 
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The gorgeous tints of the aTitumn rest 

On the crests of the lofty trees ; 
And there seems to rise from their rustling boughs 

A hymn to their Maker's praise. 
Fair spirit, IVe seen where thy wand has touched, 

And I've stood where thy step has been, 
And the scene will deep in my memory lie, 

like a radiantly beautiful dream. 
Oh ! the autumn breeze, as it rushes along. 

Is murmuring still to me I 
If the spirit of beauty makes earth so fair. 

How glorious its Maker must be ! 
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VOICES OF THE DEAD. 

The fire is burning dimly, and the winter moonlight 

falls, 
In strange fantastic gleamings, on the old familiar 

walls ; 
And words and faces that on earth can never be 

again 
Come wandering o'er my lonely heart in fancy's fitful 

train. 

He comes again, that noble boy, with broad and 
thoughtful brow. 

And the merry group of children, who are thronging 
rx)und me now : 

I seem to hear the loving words, the joyous laugh 
of yore. 

But the household faces gather round the old hearth- 
stone no more. 
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Ahl those indeed were happy days, before that 

shadow fell, — 
That fearful cloud which gathered o'er the ones we 

loved so well I 
Though after-years have brought us cares, we offcen 

turn to find 
The past but lies more closely yet within our hearts 

enshrined. 



And it is sweet to call them back — those forms so 
fair and bright, 

like angels' faces gleaming through the starry veil 
of night ; 

They seem a firm connecting link, of pure and change- 
less love. 

To draw our thoughts from things of earth to their 
own world above. 



Not e'en our dearest earthly friends such calm sweet 

light can shed 
Around us, as our fancy weaves about the sacred 

dead ; 



44 VOICES OF THE DEAD. 

We all haye known the startling pang, when friends 

grow cold and changed, 
When hearts we fondly deemed our own are altered 

or estranged. 

But those on whom death's seal is set can never 

alter more ; 
They are not lost, but only gone a little while 

before. 
Their voices from the spirit-land come o'er us with 

a thrill ; 
For those who loved us here on earth love us in 

heaven still. 
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STILL WATERS. 

From yonder mountain's lofty brow two silver 
streams are gliding, 

Li all their spring-tide beauty, to refresh the waken- 
ing earth ; 

See, one is rushing downward in a thousand waves 
and ripples, 

And leaps between its grassy banks, rejoicing in its 
mirth; 

O'er rock and stone it runs along with fresh and 
breezy murmur. 

And it singeth, ever singeth, as on its way it goes. 

The other floweth silently, no ripple breaks its sur- 
face. 

As deep and clear it sweeps along, and gathers as it 
flows. 
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A trayeller comes with bounding step, and looks 

upon the waters, 
But scorns the still and silent stream, which sniteth 

not his mood ; 
He turns aside, and smiles to see the merry brooklet 

singing. 
And stops to take his noontide rest beside its cooling 

flood. 
Leap, leap along thy shining way, thon beautiful 

deceiver I 
Thy joyous sound may please the ear, but cannot 

touch the heart ; 
We love to listen to thy voice, and look upon thy 

brightness. 
But, gazing on thy shallow tide, we know thee as^thou 

art, 
The blue, bright heavens, which o'er thee bend, 

would shed their calmness on thee. 
Yet thou wilt rush still wildly on, and with a laugh 

of scorn 
Thou flingest back the impress fair, earth-dimmed, 

defaced, and broken. 
As all too pure a thing to be upon thy waters 

borne. 
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And when, with bnming brilliancy, the snmmer-snn 

falls on thee. 
See where, with weary, lingering steps, the traveller 

comes again ; 
How he has longed to reach thee, and he findeth — 

but a desert ; 
Not a trace of all thy freshness left to cool the 

heated plain. 
He remembers then the saying, that << still waters 

run the deepest ;" 
And presses on all wearily to gain the river's side: 
It flows along as deep and calm, as when of late he 

saw it. 
And he breathes a blessing on it as he resteth by its 

tide. 
We may rejoice in spring's fair prime, in all its 

fleeting beauty. 
Which sports with bright, unchanging smiles 

throughont its little day; 
But in better hours and graver, when the hand of 

trial has touched us 
We turn to bless the quiet worth which passeth not 

away. 
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Flow on, thou peaceful river — when the evening 

closes o^er us, 
When all around is sunk in sleep, and when the stars 

look down, 
Thy surface giveth hack to heaven its images nn- 

hroken, 
And faithfully reflects each gem which shines upon 

its crown. 
Thou art lovely in thy calnmess, though that calm- 
ness be derided. 
And though upon thy placid breast no sparkling 

wavelets shine. 
There is beauty on thy waters — in their very depth 

of stillness, 
And we feel the mighty Will which guides that noble 

strength of thine. 
No earthly hand can stay thy course, no earthly hand 

can bind thee. 
Thou glorious type of silent might — ^fit emblem of the 

freel 
Roll proudly down thy widening way, until at last 

thou findest 
The only rest thou seekest for — the far, eternal seal 
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THE WANDERliTG ITALIAN BOY'S BONG. 

My natiye land is far away, 

The land of sun and bloom ; 
Oh, shall I eyer see thee more. 

Mine own sweet southern home I 



Though kindly hearts are round me, still 

Tm often lonely here. 
And then in thought I fly to thee, 

My drooping heart to cheer. 



I see my little brothers sport 
Around our lowly home. 

And hear my mother calling them. 
In kind and loving tone. 
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. How often has my lonely heart 

Leapt np with sadden joy, 
When I have dreamed I hear her call 
Her weary, wandering boy I 

Italy I fair Italy I 
Want forces me to roam, 

Bnt still I love thy skies the best, 
Mine own sweet sonthem home ! 
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MY MOTHEK'S BIBLE. 

The wintry day is closing fast, 

And glowing through the evening gloom ; 
The flickering firelight seems to cast 

Strange shadows o'er the darkening room. 
My thoughts have flown to bygone years, 

As by the hearth I musing stand. 
And hover round the time-worn book 

I fondly clasp within my hand. 

My mother's Bible ! once again 

I look upon the hallowed page, 
And find inscribed her girlhood's name, 

In letters faint and dim with age ! 
Full well I know the hand, which traced 

That name so loved, has long been cold ; 
And closed the eyes which used to rest 

Upon it in the days of old. 
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I bow my head upon its leaves, 

And feel mine eyes grow dim with tears ; 
Sweet, soothing drops, which fall like dew 

Upon the hardened crast of years. 
And memory takes me by the hand. 

And leads me back along lifers plain, 
Until I seem to be a child 

At my lost mother's side again. 



Ah! tiny forms are gathering there, 

With upturned faces, soft and bright ; 
I hear the low, sweet words of prayer 

Which mingle with each fond " good-night ;" 
I hear the dear familiar voice, 

I see the gentle, careworn face, 
As, folded in her clasping arms, 

I find my childhood's resting-place. 



But lights flash through the gathering gloom, 

And, rising with a start of pain, 
I glance around the well-known room, 

And turn to busy life again : 
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God grant it be with softened heart, 
By memory touched and purified ; 

Henceforth along life's path to bear 
My mother's Bible for my guide. 
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NIGHT. 

Hail, blessed Night ! so calm, serene, and holy 
Falls thy presence on the earth and sky, 

We seem to hear where, solemnly and slowly. 
The rustle of thy sombre robe sweeps by. 

And peaceful beauty to the darkness lending. 
Shine the night-stars tremulously fair ; 

Where blossoms, all their varied perfumes blending, 
Cast their incense on the midnight air. 

The sweet, refreshing dews are softly falling. 
Where so lately the fierce sunlight shone ; 

And meteors flash, as at some spirit's calling, 
While Nature's giant heart throbs slowly on. 
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We conld not hear its passionate pulsation 
'Midst the stir and clamour of the day, 

But e'en the thousand voices of creation 
In one low, slumberous sound have died away. 

What is it that thy shroud-like robes are hiding ? 

Earth is not all so silent as it seems ; 
Some echoes of the day are still abiding; 

Sleep bears not all to its bright realm of dreams. 

Ah! no, there rises from the stricken-hearted. 
And spreads to Heaven, a wild, despairing cry ; 

Those from whom rest for ever seems departed. 
Who long from utter weariness to die I 

And struggling spirits which are always burning 
With strong, vain yearnings, that will not be stilled, 

Which, wounded, beat their prison bars in learning 
Earth's bitter cup of sorrow must be filled. 

Oh, give them rest, for they are very weary I 
Touch with thy soothing hand the aching brow; 

Has not the day's long journeying been dreary, 
That they rest not from their watching now ? 
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Bnt through the night the answer sounded sadly; 

I know it all, — ^yet no, it must not be; 
I called them, and I would have saved them gladly, — 

Poor, wandVing sheep, they will not come to Me. 

Ah ! there are voices on the night-wind driven, 
Which break and desecrate its holy calm. 

And keep afar that blessed gift of Heaven, 

Which would have fallen upon the soul like balm. 

Tis well the shadowy robe may not be lifted. 
That mortal eyes pierce not the peopled gloom — 

Know not the longings of earth's great and gifted, 
For ever passing by us to the tomb. 

But Thou art near us — Thou whose presence lightens 

All the burdens of the toilsome way ! 
Oh, leave us not until the morning brightens 

In the full radiance of Thy perfect day I 
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TO A CHILD ASLEEP. 

At last, fair child — thine eyes are closed at last, 

Thy dancing limbs are locked in slumber deep, 
Which, like a veil, is gently o*er thee cast. 

And wraps thy tiny form in childhood's sleep. 
The dark- fringed lids rest softly on the cheek — 

That rose-hued cheek, so beautifully fair; 
Thy lips half-parted ; would that they could speak. 

And tell what brings the smile that hovers there ! 
Sweet boy I I gaze upon thy sleeping face. 

So lovely in its deep and perfect rest ; 
Oh, may it never, never bear the trace 

Of passions now asleep within thy breast I 
Ay, it is beautiful — the broad, pale brow. 

Half-shaded by its curls of silken hair ; 
Would it might ever be as calm as now — 

Ever as innocent — as free from care ! 
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Sleep on, my brother, while a prayer for thee 
I whisper, as I kneel beside thy bed, — 

That pure and stainless thou may'st always be, 
As years are fleeting o^er thine infant head. 
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FADING FOE EVER. 

Fading for eyer ; — 

like childhood's bright dreaming, 
The hopes we gain never, 

Still ending in seeming. 
Darkness comes o'er ns, 

When all looks the brightest ; 
Grief lies before us, 

When hearts beat the lightest. 

Fading for ever ; — 

The friends who are dearest 
Spring up but to sever, 

When drawing the nearest. 
The hopes we most cherish. 

In youth's rosy dawning. 
Were formed but to perish. 

Ere noon succeeds morning. 
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Fading for eyer ; — 

The griefs that shoald bind ns 
More closely together, 

The farther ofif find us. 
The young spirit's yearning 

For things high and holy, 
Which knows no returning, 

Fades surely, if slowly. 



Fading for ever; — 

From morning till even, 
Yet dieth out never 

The heart's hope in Heaven. 
Stars softly beam on 

The night of our sorrow ; 
We've something to lean on— 

Some hope for to-morrow. 



Fading for ever ; — 
Yet what may betide us. 

Though storm-clouds may gather, 
We've One who can guide us — 
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One to remind us — 

Though doubting and fearing — 
Unfading links bind us 

To the home we are nearing. 



THE VACANT CHAIB. 

Ybt once again the Christmas chime 

Peals on the frosty air. 
And once again beside our hearth 

There stands a vacant chair. 
The Christmas-fire bums bright and clear 

As when I was a child, 
But shines on many an empty place 

Where dear ones should have smiled. 

We stand upon the world^s wide field. 

Which once we deemed so fair ; 
How might we dream that we should find 

Our mother's vacant chair ? 
Yet we have lost that mother's love, 

The pure, bright gem of home ; 
Its memory in the tear-dimmed past 

Is all we call our own. 
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We miss the dear familiar face, 

With loving glance and smile, 
But we can turn all hopefally 

To her fair home the while. 
It is enongh when we can feel 

The forms we miss are there; 
But tearfnl eyes will sometimes rest 

Upon the vacant chair. 
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TO A SEA-GULL. 

Swift on thj snowy wing, fearless and free, 
Where leads thine onward flight, bird of the sea ? 
Why art thon journeying into the west, 
Where sinks the setting sun, slowly to rest ? 
Stormy clouds threaten thee, heavy and dark ; 
E*en the bold fisherman turneth his bark ; 
Yet speeds thy weary wing, swiftly and lone. 
Beautiful sea-gull, say, where is thy home ? 
Hast thou some dwelling-place far o'er the sea ? 
Hast thou some lonely mate waiting for thee ? 
Or is thy rocky home hard by some cave. 
Where beam the trembling stars down on the wave? 
Ah! could'st thou answer me, what would*st thou tell 
Of the wonders that lurk round the wild sea-bird^s 

cell? 
How the fierce storm-king is waked from his sleep, 
In the depths of his caves, to come forth o'er the 

deep ; 
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And when winds are hushed, and the wave is at 

rest, 
How the fair moonlight will silver its breasts 
Bird of the Ocean ! yet stay not thy wings, 
Though thou could tell me these wonderful things ; 
Sufficient to know that the Guide of thy flight 
Will be with thee still, through the storm and the 

night. 
Thou hast passed from my sight, little wanderer, 

but yet 
The faith thou hast taught me I shall not forget, — 
The Hand that has guided thee all through the 

day 
Will guide me aright as I press on my way. 
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WOMAN'S FORTITUDE. 

It is not so — say not again 
That woman's heart is weak and vain ; 
It has a slumbering strength, to bear 
What bravest manhood would not dare ; 
It is not in the worldly throng, 
From thoughtless speech or idle song, 
That thou may'st read a woman's heart, 
And learn how it can bear its part. 
Nay, rather when stern sorrow's hour 
Has waked its deep impassioned power, 
It springs to life — to dare or die, 
When danger's dreadful forms are nigh. 
Has it not firmness to endure 
Ye know not, dreamed not of before? 
Full many a gentle heart is strong 
To sufiFer, patiently and long ; 
In scenes more dread than war's alarm, 
It can be resolute and calm ; 
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While never word nor sign may tell 
The agony it knows so well. 
When you are tried in wrong and ruth, 
Can ye boast such spotless truth, 
Or such love, so deep and pure, 
That will more than death endure ? 
Strong, for the beloved one's sake, 
Bending not, though it may break. 
Glorious tales are told and sung 
Qf the deeds that men have done ; 
While, in many a humble home. 
Things like these have passed unknown. 
Mighty works ye men have wrought — 
Penned full many a noble thought, 
And on wave and tented plain 
Conquered, as ye shall again. 
We also on the battle-field 
Have learned to die, but not to yield. 
In dungeon^s gloom, on scafifold-stair, 
Ye might have marked us even there. 
Oh ! turn to the historic page 
Of ev'ry nation, evVy age ; 
Mark well how each has bom her part. 
And judge from thence a woman's heart. 
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ON SOME LILIES. 

Ye fairy flowers, there seems to speak, 

From out your drooping bells, 
A voice that thrills the saddest chords 

Of memory's deepest cells. 

A spirit-voice of bygone years, 

In whispers sweet and low, 
Seems telling of the dear old home 

We left long years ago. 

But where are they who used to hail 

With me thy spring-tide bloom ? 
They sleep, with many a spring's bright flowers, 

Within the silent tomb. 
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Thy fragrant breath is sweet as then; 

Thy fair, frail bells as pure ; 
Alas, that those who loved them so 

Should see them bloom no more ! 

It may be wrong to grieve and mourn, 

O'er these our withered flowers ; 
Faith bids us to look up and on 

Beyond this world of ours. 

But all who guarded childhood's years 

With such deep love are gone ; 
And on the changing path of life 

We stand — almost alone. 

Alone? ah I no, the God who made 

These lily bells to bloom, 
Our polar star, serene and clear. 

Is shining through the gloom. 

The lesson you have taught, fair flowers, 

Shall not be given in vain ; 
I will believe that we shall meet 

Our loved and lost again. 
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Fresh hopes may hloom for coming years, 

But if this should not be, 
Give me the lily's faith, God, 

To trust my all to Thee I 



SACRED PIECES AND HYMNS. 
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ANGELS' VOICES. 

Methouoht I stood upon a narrow footpath, 

And saw where, stretched beside the stony way, 
With pale, sad brow, which bore the trace of anguish, 

On the ground a sleeping pilgrim lay. 
Poor, wearied one I the eyes are dim with weeping ; 

Can it be that youthful heart hath erred ? 
Ay, she erreth even now by sleeping. 

Listless in spirit, faint with hope deferred. 

The setting sun sank redly down before us, 

While from the darkening arch above us rang 
The distant echo of a solemn chorus, 

Which words of hope, and love, and mercy sang. 
And as I looked, methought at heaven's portals. 

With folded wings, I saw an Angel stand; 
The amaranthine flowers of the Lnmortelles, 

Like silver stars, were gleaming in his hand. 
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But soon the voices from those far dominions, 

In cadence wildly sweet, had died away; 
And then the Angel waved his shining pinions, 

As with a pitying smile he seemed to say, — 
" Arise, thou faithless one, though great thy sorrow, 

Lift up to Heaven thy drooping, grief-worn brow ; 
See'st thou no promise of a bright to-morrow? 

Is there no work on earth for such as thou ? 



** There lies thy burden ; and, though faint and weary, 

Mortal, rouse thee from thy sinful sleep ; 
What though the sky be somewhat dark and dreary ! 

What though the lonely way be rough and steep ! 
There's many a wanderer who has sunk beside it. 

Who sleeps the sleep of sorrow and of pain ; 
Canst thou not smile on one such heart, and guide it 

Back to the way of peace and prayer again. 



" These powers of life and hope to thee are given 
Until thy Master's voice shall bid thee * come ;' 

And thou shalt hear Him say to thee in heaven, 
* Thon hast done well, thou good and faithful one.* 
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He ceased, and then I saw the radiance dying, 
Which beamed upon his features, fair and sweet ; 

And, lo ! a wreath of amaranth was lying 
Upon the pathway at the sleeper's feet ! 

And soon, methought, a tender smile came stealing 

O'er the face so sadly blank, but now, 
While traces of some deep impassioned feeling 

Shone like day^-dawn on the pale, wan brow ; 
Though angel-forms have long ago departed. 

Their blessed ministry can never cease ; 
Their whispers still can soothe the broken-hearted ; 

And still their message to the earth is ^' Peace." 

Have we not heard them when temptations meet us. 

Gentle voices haunting lonely hours ? 
Have we not heard them ceaselessly entreat us 

Along life's barren way to scatter flowers ? — 
To labour for some end, however lowly. 

To speak of Hope to brethren grief-oppress'd ? 
Ay, even so I our Master's work is holy, 

And, doing this, the sorrowing heart finds rest.. 
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" Casting all your care upon Him ; for He careth for you." 
1 Pet. XV. 7. 

He careth for us — He, who bids us come 

And cast upon Him all our grief and care; 
And His wise hand, which " doeth all things well," 

Will not afflict us more than we can bear. 
Can we not trust Him ? We have but to wait, 

And press right onwards with a steadfast will ; 
On life's rough pathway resolutely brave. 

Hoping through all, and all enduring still. 

Innumerable waves of darkest care 

May flow between us and our Heavenly home, 
Yet know we they are counted, and our Guide 

Has passed before us o'er the waters lone. 
Thou knowest, Lord, our hearts' wild, restless dreams, 

Our longings for the things which may not be ; 
And Thou alone canst guide our steps aright ; 

We will be patient — trusting all to Thee. 



77 



My presence shall go with thee, and 7 will give thee rest.' 
Exod. ^xxiii. 14. 

Thei eyening-star is gleaming, 

And the toilsome day is past, 
And the moonlight's silent beauty 

Has its calmness o'er lis cast. 
At the closing of the journey, 

Which our feet have daily trod, 
There seemeth less of turmoil 

Between us and our God. 

" My presence shall go with thee, 

And / will give thee rest : " 
Oh, hope of the weary-hearted ! 

Oh, joy for the care-oppress'd I 
Alike, awake or sleeping, — 

Tried shield from every ill, — 
Our Guardian, Thou art keeping 

Thy watch about us still. 
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Temptations will surround us, — 

We meet them day by day, — 
Their cold chain would have bound us, 

But Thou didst guard the way. 
Oh, keep our hearts unsullied. 

Unspotted from the world ! 
No evil can assail us 

By those pure wings enfurled. 

That thought brings back the lightness 

To the weary, drooping brow ; 
Yet not of earth the brightness 

That comes to cheer us now ; 
For through the mists of even. 

Which darkens in the west. 
The promise sounds from Heaven — 

<* And / will give thee rest." 
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'' Suffer little children, and forbid them not to come unto 
me."— Matt. xix. 14. 

There is no death for sach as thee. 
Sweet child — thou art not dead: 

It cannot he that death laid low 
That young and gentle head. 

Gk)d did hut claim the fairest flower, 
To grace some Heavenly wreath, 

Before its opening leaves were stained 
By earth's cold, hlighting hreath. 

Ay, death is 'reft of all its sting, 
Fair child of Heaven, for thee, — 

Borne hy the angels' unseen wings, 
The spotless soul is free. 
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And those who miss the loving ejes^ 
Which rest on them no more, 

Can say, e'en though they weep the while, 
" Not lost, but gone before." 
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EVENING HYMN. 

It is the hour of prayer ; 
Evening^s shades are quickly o'er us stealing ; 
Hear us, who before Thy throne are kneeling, 

Father of all ! 

We thank Thee for Thy care. 
And ask a blessing, now the day is closing ; 
No ill can reach us on Thy love reposing — 

No harm befall. 

We ask Thy pardon now ; 
All through the day life's worldliness has stained us ; 
Its many griefs and cares have worn and pained us. 

But they are past, 
a 
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Oh I let the weary brow, 
Bent low by all its sin — by sin's pollution, 
Cleansed by the words of Heaven's absolution. 

Find rest at last. 

To hear ns when we pray — 
To help us burst the earthly chains which hold us ; 
And in thy shielding arms all closely fold us, 

We ask of Thee. 

Until the dawn of day, 
We know that Thou a faithful watch art keeping ; 
We are with Thee, tho' mind and sense are sleeping ; 

Ever with Thee ! 
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HYMN. 

When, in deep praise to Thee, 
Father, we bend the knee ! 
Thou in our midst will be, 

Hear Thou our prayer I 
When we are tempest-tos8*d. 
Wandering, well-nigh lost ; 
When our need is most. 

Oh, be Thou there ! 

Thy hand can safely guide 
Through the fierce swelling tide ; 
Saviour, we've none beside 

Thee, Thee alone I 
O'er a dark sea we rove, 
But from Thy. Throne above 
Shineth a lamp of love. 

Lighting us home. 
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Oh, how serenely bright, 
Shineth that gentle light I 
Through the long, stormy night. 

Lord, Thou art near ! 
Over the waters dark. 
Breaking around our bark, 
Soundeth a sweet voice — hark I - 

Calmly and clear. 

" Fear not," it seems to say ; 
^' Rest cometh with the day ; 
Press on thy weary way. 

Trusting in Me." 
Soon will our toil be o'er, 
Soon we shall reach the shore ; 
Oh ! keep us evermore 
3 — safe with Thee I 
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HYMN 

BEFORE GOKFIRHATION. 

Ere my solemn vow is taken, 
Lord of all, to Thee I cry — 

Give, give me strength to keep it, 
Now and ever, faithfully ! 

Strengthen Thou the wavering spirit, 
All sustained by Thee alone ; 

I am weak, but Thou art mighty ; 
Take, and keep me for Thine own. 

When, before Thy holy altar, 

I my infant vows renew. 
Father, shed Thy Spirit on me, 

Let me truly feel "I do!" 
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See Thy servant bending o'er me, 
In Thy great Almighty Name ; 

Hear the sweet and fervent blessing, 
Let it not be breathed in vain ! 
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HYMN 

AFTER CONFIRMATION. 

Lord, the hallowed words of hlesfiing 
Rest upon each youthful head ! 

We have vowed to be Thy children — 
We, for whom Thy blood was shed. 

In this world of sin and sorrow, 

Only let us live to Thee ; 
Keep our hearts unstained — unsullied; 

Fit us fbr eternity. 

Oh 1 protect us ; in Thy mercy 
Thou hast made us all Thine own ; 

Cast Thy loving arms around us ; 
Quard and guide us safely home. 
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" THY WILL BE DONE." 

She sleeps at last — the sleep that knows no waking ; 

We cannot wish thee back, poor, weary one ! 
In this first bitter grief our hearts seem breaking, 

Yet we murmur, " Lord, Thy will be done." 
Her long dark journey through this world is ended. 

Past the sorrows she so meekly bore ; 
Our loved and lost by God's own care is tended. 

Never to suffer, nor to sorrow more. 

Often shall I see that face in dreaming ; 

All the pain — the weariness is past ; 
But how deep the agony of feeling. 

That this long, sad gaze must be the last. 
The memories of other years are thronging ; 

I look for one to fill thy place in vain ; 
No hand can still the wild and painful longing, 

To feel thy love around me once again. 
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Farewell I farewell ! the burning tears are starting, 

No more on mine those cold, still lips are pressed ; 
Yet there is comfort in this bitter parting — 

We know that onr beloved is at rest. 
God's will is best, though coming years seem dreary, 

Knowing we must tread the way alone ; 
Yet, Father, Thou art love — we shall not weary ; 

Resting on Thee, we say, " Thy will be done." 
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' This do in remembrance of Me." — ^Lake, xzii. 19. 

Remember Thee, and all Thy grief, 

Yea, Lord, so shall it be ; 
In joy, in woe, in life, in death, 

I will remember Thee. 

Can I forget the fearful trial 

Of Thy midnight agony, — 
The bitter cup — the cruel cross, 

The plains of Calvary ? 

Remember Thee I remember Thee, 
And all that Thou hast borne for me ! 

Yea, Lord, while life and memory last, 
I will remember Thee. 
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And when the last great trumpet sounds, 

And all shall cease to be, 
My Saviour, in Thy boundless love. 

Do Thou remember me I 
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JEHOVAH NISSI. 

Jehovah Nissi! bark! it rings 

Upward from that youthful band, — 
Warriors of the King of kings, 
Who around His altar stand. 
Father, guide them on the way 
They have vowed to tread to-day. 

Jehovah Nissi ! o'er each head 

Be that glorious flag unfurled ; 
'Neath its shadow they may tread 
Safely through this sin-stained world. 
Thou canst keep Thy chosen band 
In the hollow of Thy hand. 



JEHOVAH KISBI. 93 

Father, Father ! oh, defend them 

On the hattle-field of life I 
And Thy strong protection lend them 
In its ever-changing strife. 

Saviour, they have none beside, 
Oh, be Thou their guard and guide ! 

They are innocent and holy, 

Set Thy seal upon each brow. 
That all rev'rently and lowly 

Bends in prayer before Thee now. 
Grant that sin may leave no traces 
On those fair and youthful faces. 

Filled with deep and earnest feeling. 
Even now the white-robed throng 
Are before Thine altar kneeling. 
Father, make them all Thine own I 

Keep the young hearts brave and strong, 
As they bear Thy standard on. 

Oh, ye Christian warrior band ! 
Life has many a fatal snare ; 
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When the tempters by ye stand, 
Oh, revere the Name ye bear ! 
Jehovah Nissi 1 to the sky 
Peal the Christian warriors* cry. 



SONGS. 
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SWEET CHRISTMAS BELLS. 

Hark I it is pealing — 

The music of bells ; 
Solemnly stealing, 

Upward it swells ; 
Now it is drawing 

Nearer, more near ; 
Now it is soaring 

Far from the ear. 

Bells, ye are telling 

The story of old I 
Bells, ye are telling 

What angels have told ! 
Heralds of glory ! 

Wide o'er the earth 
Peal forth that story — 

Our Saviour's glad birth . 

H 
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Stay not your ringing, 
The tidings it tells 

Angels are singing — 
Sweet Christmas bells ! 
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WHEN THE WINDS ABE WILDLY 
SWEEPING. 

When the winds are wildly sweeping 

Across the stormy sea, 
And my lonely watch Tm keeping, 

Mother, I think of thee I 

I hear the sea-gull screaming. 
And billows ronnd me swell, 

But still my soul is dreaming 
Of those I love so well ! 

Bright thoughts of home are thronging 

So quickly o'er my brain ; 
O mother ! I am longing 

To see thy face again. 
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Long years have fleeted o'er me, 
Mother, since last we met ! 

Long years may not restore me, 
But I shall not forget ! 

It may be I shall greet thee 
In this world never more ; 

But I know that I shall meet thee 
Upon a fairer shore. 



101 



AN EXILE'S PRAYER. 

The dews of death are gathering fast ; 
I feel its shadow o'er me cast ; 
Yet still my struggling spirit burns, 
As strong in death my true heart turns 
With mournful love to thee — 

dear land, 
With mournful love to thee ! 

Though, scattered by the blast of war, 
Thine exiles wander long and far, 
Yet still — oh ! still— -where'er we rove, 
The stronger grows the deathless love 
Thy children bear to thee — 

dear land, 
Thy children bear to thee I 
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I came to seek an exile's home, 
Upon these shores of light and bloom ; 
And now — the last of all my race — 
I seek the last, long resting-place, 
I may not find in thee — 

dear land, 
I may not find in thee ! 

Fair thy monntain-flow'rets grow. 
Fair thy monntainnstreamlets flow; 
Thy snnny skies are bine and bright, 
But not again such blessed sight 
May dawn on earth for me — 

dear land. 
May dawn on earth for me ! 

Oh, God I if but these aged eyes 
Might rest upon my native skies, 
To bless them with my latest breath ; 
But still the prayer I breathe in death 
Shall be a prayer for thee — 

dear land, 
Shall be a prayer for thee ! 
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HOME AT LAST. 

Land, ho ! o'er the waters lone 
Peals the first glad note of home, 
And the sailor's answering shout 
Gaily from the deck rings out, 
As the good ship speedeth on — 

Home, home at last ! 

Listen to those shouts of joy, 
" We are nearing home, my hoy !" 
Said a father, as he smiled 
Down upon a gentle child. 

Gazing forth with dreamy eyes. 
Far out at sea 1 
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** Even so," he said at last, 
" Father, dear ! we're sailing fast ; 
But before yon sinking sun 
Shall his daily course have run, 
I shall reach that distant shore — 

Home, home at last !" 

Fell the evening calm and chill. 
But the childish form was still ; 
Softly closed the eyes of blue, 
And the pale cheek paler grew. 

When the silent stars looked down — 
Far out at sea I 

Then there rose the fearful cry 
Of a strong man's agony ; 
The father knelt beside the dead, 
For the boy's pure soul had fled 
Gently to its home afar — 

Home, home at last ! 

Once again upon the sj^rand 
Stands the wandering ocean band, 
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But there's one who turns and weeps, 
For the child who sweetly sleeps 
'Neath the waves he loved so well — 
Far out at sea ! 
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I THINK OF THEE. 

I THINK of thee when morning, brightly breaking, 

Pours its glory on each leaf-crowned tree ; 
I kneel before day's busy stir is waking, 
And pray for thee ! 

And when its weary hours of toil are ended. 

And my heart feels like a bird set free ; 
Each hope and joy is ever sweetly blended 
With thoughts of thee 1 

I think of thee when night is round me closing, 

And all is whispering of rest to me ; 
When nature seems in slumber deep reposing, 
I think of thee ! 
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And thou, in that sweet honr to mortals given, 

Where there is nought between thy God and thee, 
When prayers for one's beloved rise up to Heaven, 
Remember me ! 
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THE LOCK OP HAIR 

She whispers fond farewells, 
With a blessing and a prayer ; 

And, smiling, severs from his brow 
A lock of jetty hair. 

His boat is on the sea, 

And the young wife turns away. 
To list'n for steps she may not hear 

Through all the weary day. 

The heart has many a woe. 

And the sea has many a grave ; 

But over heart and sea alike 
The tempests wildly rave. 
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The day is ended now, 

And the wife's bright eyes grow dim ; 
Her lips are pressed on a lock of hair, 

As she waits and weeps for him. 

Aye weep, poor wife, weep on, 

But thy waiting is in vain, 
For he who sailed with the morning's dawn 

Will never come back again. 

And all that is left to thee, 

Of the hopes that bloomed so fair. 

Is the tender memory of the past, 
And a lock of jetty hair. 
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THE OLD HOME TREES. 

I 8EB the old trees waving 

Around my childhood's home ; 
But, alas for those they sheltered, 

No more they claim their own ! 
For stranger forms are treading 

The footpaths where I roved, 
In gay and careless girlhood. 

Beneath the shades I loved. 

IVe listened to their voices, 

Until it almost seems 
The music of their murmur 

Has mingled with my dreams. 
Tve often dreamed I heard them, 

And wakened with a start, 
As though the breeze which stirred them 

Found echo in my heart. 
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Old trees, aye wave your branches^ 

For memory rises fast ; 
And I see beneath your shadows 

Dim shadows of the past. 
The well-remembered places — 

I loved them as a child ; 
And the dear familiar faces 

Which round about me smiled. 

With a deep, though silent blessing. 

With joy that's almost pain, 
The wanderer's feet are pressing 

The old home sod again. 
Aye wave your branches o'er me, 

And sing your well-known song, 
While once again I wander 

The old home trees among. 
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THE SHADOWLESS SHORE. 

I*M weary to-night, and my heart seemeth lone, 
I'm longing in vain for the love that has gone ; 
Thy lips on my aching brow lovingly pressed, 
Alone, mother dearest, could soothe me to rest. 
Oh, come from the spirit-land's shadowless shore, 
If but for a moment, to soothe me once more ! 



I know thou art near me ; and sometimes it seems 
I hear thy voice bless me again in my dreams ; 
And when on my heart-strings those gentle tones 

thrill, 
I feel, mother dearest, thou lovest me still. 
And from thy far spirit-land's shadowless shore 
Thou'rt come in my dreaming to soothe me once more. 
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And then with new gladness I rise day by day, 
To bear with its evils, or charm them away ; 
Alone in my sadness 'tis weary to be, 
But thou, mother dearest, art pleading for me ; 
Oh, bear thou my heart to the shadowless shore. 
Where earth's lonely longing can grieve it no more I 
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MY CHILDHOOD'S HOME. 

Farewbll ! a heart-warm, fond farewell ! 

My childhood's home, to thee 
Farewell I I never knew till now 

How dear thou art to me I 
Mj childhood's home I my childhood's home ! 

Thou art not fair, I know, 
But filled with memories of the friends 

We lost long years ago I 

How often, in life's after-time. 

With mingled joy and pain, 
Our world- worn hearts still fondly turn 

To youth's bright scenes again I 
And dimly now, through blinding tears. 

Which all unbidden come, 
I look my last farewell to thee, 

My own beloved home I 
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DEATH AND THE FLOWERS. 



Wb gave them up when spring's first flowers 

Were gladdening winter's plain; 
But through the sultry summer hours 

They come not back again. 

We gave them up — our young, bright band — 

The spotless and the good ; 
And round about God's throne they stand, 

An angel sister-hood. 

Ah ! leaves unclose in spring's warm breath — 
Unclose — to fade and fall. 
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Bat those of our immortal wreath 
Can never droop nor pall. 

We wrestled long with Death , but still 

He answered to our cry, 
" I only do my Master's will, 

And these, thy flowers, must die ! *' 

" Not these I^oh, leave us these I" — ^we said, 

" They are so passing fair I" 
But still he shook his hoary head. 

And answered not our prayer. 

Then shadows fell on faces sweet, 

As, folded to his breast. 
He bore them to his Master's feet, 

For ever there to rest. 



And always when the spring comes back, 
With all its light and bloom, 

I look adown its sunny track. 
Upon a little tomb. 
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" Not there," Faith cries, " they are not there, 

Beneath the cold spring sod ; 
Look up, and see thy flow'rets fair 

Bloom in the home of God ! " 
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